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NO. 


Oh, ellver een!—Oh, atill, calm sca ' 
Whon shimmering waves move lolsurely, 
And tho groat gift of man’s prio la thine, 

A~ firm on thy wnstes na by garidcn vine; 

In the helght of thy glory remember this— 
Thy grandeur and mojcaty owe their blias 

To the crumbling forcce that roond thee band, 
And thy oafuty Insurc—soft ropes ot ennd. 


EXPLANATORY. 
That our readers may understand our new 
heading, I will say, in the first place, that it is 
a scene I witness at every regular seance for 
Spirit-communications. 
As will be seen, I am represented sitting at 
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m Mes Oh, bolxteroue seal—Oh, roaring scal F writi ; vas , 
parry w -e ee ee advance. sith aanta Gy the oA a nen Taste a table, writing out what each Spirit has to say. 
eu 2 2 a Fie, Holiday aport for the harricane, Mr. Pardee, the Spirit-editor, is sitting at the 
E copa ing ms eke PE oO When foaming surge-billows leap o'er the matin, other side of the table, with his left hand rest- 


And the resticsa, magnificent swells mount high, 
To snap, crack and boom of the thundering sky— 
Not thy mighticet throes can destroy the strand, 
Thou canet never o’cricap those ropes of sand. 


The above ratoa incluele portuge. Sp.cimen copies sent free 
on application at this ofco. 

All letcra and communications (to receive attention) must 
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ing upon some books; while Spirit D. K. Miner, 
business-manager, ia seen standing at wy left, 
some distance back, holding {n his right band 
Oh, moaning sea!—Oh, changeful sea! a roll of paper; between the two latter, my 
Thy watera teem fall of my tery ;— 

High, fowory banks o’crlooking the weeds 

That drift with the wrecked ships lant told doede, 
View thy henrticas trump o’ur man’s cruehed power, 
Who aeuppled thy strength as be would Ume’s hour. 
Hnughty conqueror thou! yet thon, too, mast stand 
To the bidding, “Stop here!"—from ropes of sand. 


Oh, tranquil sea!—light rolling sea! 

Thy Wotless eigh seema a melody 

Chanted by sirens frum the decp's release, 

Who've brought to the bench praise songe of pence; 
Which, like costly trophice from kings of war, 

In no ocean-penrted hnll will they dazzle more; 
intermingled with atoms from sen and land, . 
Ilow they brighten thy girdling rayes of sani. 


Ub, Loman ecal—Oli, soal-life ces! 

Whose spaces aweep oter Ewrnity ;— 

Fuir continents rise from thy untoll depths, 

And Islands exhaling their epics brextha; 

Auil the floating years aro the ships that sail 

To those thought-lit shores before tine’s galo; 
Truth, Love and Goodness denth-blowa withatanidt— 
Yet aubjoot furever to ropce of sani. 


Oh, boundleas sen !—exhauatiess scat 

Thy acn-bird song—"“Immortalily 1!” — 

Sounie soft on the tido's triumphant fow; 

Then wo foel tho corda wonken whou the ebbings go; 
Aud tho brolderod clond-curtalna that o'ur us bang 
Seem gvpbyr-dissolved, leaving only a pang; 

Hint wo Aml In the acame on tho wounded strane 


JUDD PARDEL 


Rich Deilliants and gawa for our ropes of band. D. C. DENSMORE, m 
` ae ee ae on =) . ` o* a ” 
St Eb iroiee Voide OF hse. Oh, dear-1.ife aca 1—Oh, erwect-Lifo sent AMANUENSIS AND Penttsiten ¢ VOICE OF ANGELS.” — 
E. ———— _——_——--— Thy vnatness cmbracoa “Infinity"— eae Pe 


And man la tho chuacn pilot who etecrs 


LITERARY. 


[For the Voloe of Angola.) 
ROPES OF SAND, 
THNOUAN THYPURNA O. CANDIR, 


On, Heap. deap aonl—Oh, pale groen -onl 

Bong-tuned from the whaid’a wolrd minstrolay, 
Mingle! with tones (rons the hiddon aholla 

That flo In the corn! wrenthal ocean delle; 

When the water nymphs play with tho iriad banma 
Of sun, moun, mnl atara, in thelr downward gloama; 
lty the laws. of thy Maker's divine command, 

Thou nrt held in thy bounta by opos of annid. 


Ruixuton, N. Y. 


Every new ship Isunchert of tho mystic years ; 
Whatever of soriviw wild tempeata may wake, 


Our moorings from Naturo's conditlons ne'er'll break ; 


For aafo In our Heavenly Fathor'« atrong hand 
Aro tho tumeloaa graine In our ropos of aand. 


Doc. 6, 1878. 
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Pain, like u trusty sentinel, 


Tux world is hia who can acc through its pre- 
tensions. — Emerson. 


guards evory | Indies often referred to in these pages, who em- 
avenue lending to the citadel of life, and we] ploy their time in 


aro admonished whenever dangor approaches, 


angel-daughter ‘lunie is in the act of introduc- 
ing a Spirit from the lower planes of Spirit-life, 
who is anxious to communicate; while directly — 
back of them are two Spirit-friends of the com- 
municating Spirit. AIl the otherS pirits wit- 
nessing the scene compose the band of young 


hunting up those needing 
aid, and assisting them to take the firat step 
towards a higher condition, many of whom a 
very low in developement ; f 


288 VOICK OF ANGELS, 


THROUGH! ALFRED JAMES, PHILA, 


hy so at. a.) 


POR. | 
| but as somet 


|earry away the doubts and fears that may 
rest in tho minds of those I havo loft bo- 


KDAAR. A. 

Goon AFTERNOON, Sir, —I havo come 
fot ro mech to give a communication ns 
Twas a man who 
] was 


to mako n declaration. 
was much respected at ono timo. 
a man whoso high talents would bave 
enabled mo to carve my name high in tho 
nicho of famo; but I bad one failing. 
Was it hereditary or was it the work of 
Spirit-power? F declaro that my ruin 
was wrought by Spirit-control, and was 
not tbe result of hereditary tendencies. 
“Then,” anys some one, “you have no indi- 
viduality.” F answer this, and say, you 
have no individuality when you open the 
door to undeveloped Spirits and allow 
them to get a hold upon vou. You might 
as well try to shake the Colossus of 
Rhodes as to rid yourself of the Spirits 
who obsess you, Atull times, the Spirit 
who controlled me, for 1 have found out 
who it was, forced me to drink. Being 
debauched and low itself. this Spirit drag- 
ged me down from tho noble, bright-eyed 
m:n of enine to (I might say) the con- 
l have nothing more to 


hind me. 

'Tis hard to part from those we love, 
even though we havo tho full assurance of 
mecting them, knowing thom and loving 
them in the world beyond. Still, if my 
will had been done, I would havo stayed 
on earth and been a loving companion for 
my husband; but tho decree went forth, 
and death entered our house, and made 
the heart of the one I loved, and whe 
loved me, sad and mouroful. 

Do not look* forward, ob, husband, but 
look backward to tho happy daya wo spent 
together; then think, if you can, of me 
as being a watchful angel over all your 
acts, trying to teach you and “help you 
teach the people the way of God and 
God's people. 

Į shall ask no questions. I don’t expect 
any response. My knowledge is exten- 
sive as regards tho intercourse which the 
ane world holds with the other. Conse- 
quently, I do not come as a novice. 

Thanking you all tor letting me como, 
and for your kind attention, I withdraw, 

Send message to Albert Benton, Browns- 
town, Ind. 


teinptible sot. 

any. | merely give this n3 a warning to 

those who yield to that class of spirits. 
Mark me as E. A. Poe. 
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Goon Morxiz0, friends, I wish to give 
a message hero today. Oh, how deftly 
was the door opened! Oh, how calmly 


was it closed after I bad entered into life] A trem, Brooklyn, SY, = = + 92.00 
—thut life which has no fading! With Mf Mertelt Belding, en, -= = to 
beauty, truth and honesty do the inbabit-| Mra Alexander Lisk, Ponin, ML, = = 60 
ants of the Spirit-Land commune witb the — 

dwellers of earth, This land is a laud of | - MIND AND MATTER, 


reulitica; here birds do sing, waters do 
fow, and impart freshuess und life to alll 
thiogs. The one who I mourned for whil | 
i ife I bavo found. My hb | 

I have met George, an 
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| ers? And thus | come forward to perform 
[While entranced, writton dowu as delivered /the work which I am trying to accomplish 
tonight, though a strangor—not as a test, | «end 
hing to cheer the honrts, and| 
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LITERARY. 


{Fur tho Valow of Angoln.] 
ROPES OF SAND. 
THROUOU THYPHERNA O. PANDER. 


On, deep. doop acal—Oh, pala groen «ont 
Boog-tuned from the wind'’s weird minatroley, 
Mingine with tonos frum tho hididan aholla 

hal ila In the cornl wreathod ocean della; 
When the water nyinpha play with tho triad boama 
Faun, mdse, wed atare, In thelr downward gloama; 

f tho laws of thy Maker's divine command, 
“hou art held In thy bounds by ropes of anni. 

> 
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Ob, ailver eeal—Oh, atili), calm sca I 

Whon ahimmertng waves move leisurely, 

And the great gift of man’s pride la thine, 

A firm on thy wastes na by garden vinc; 

In the height of thy glory remember this— 
Thy grandcor and majesty owe their blias 

To the crumbling forces that roan:) thce band, 
And thy safety inaurc—soft ropes of sand. 


Oh, Lointeroua acal—Oh, roaring seal 
Storm-laghed by the wrathful wind fiend’s glec; 
Holiday sport for the hurricane, 

When foaming surge-billows Icap o’cr the main, 
And the resticss, magnificent swells mount high, 
To snap, crack and boom of the thunderlog eky— 
Not thy mighticat throes can destroy the strand, 
Thou canst never o’crieap those ropes of sand. 


Oh, moaning sea!—Oh, changeful eca! 

Tuy watera leom full of my: tery ;— 

High, flowery banks o’criooking the weeds 

That drift with the wrecked ship's laat told deede, 
View thy henrticss tramp o':r man’s crushed power, 
Who grappled thy strength as be would t!me’s hour. 
Hanghty conqueror thou! yet thou, too, most stand 
To the bidding, "Stop here!"—from ropes of sand. 


Oh, tranquil sen!—iight rolling sca | 

Thy listices sigh secme u melody 

Chantel by sirens frum the decp’s release, 

Who've brought to the beach prilse songs of peace; 
Which, like costly trophics from kings of war, 

In no ocean-penried ball will they dazzle more; 
intermingled with atome from sen and land, e 
llow they brighton thy girdling ropes of sant. 


Uh, human ecal—Oh, soul-life eca! 

Whose spaces awecp over Eternity ;— 

Fair continents rise from thy untold depths, 

And Islands cxbullng their spicy breathe; 

And the floating years arc the ships that sail 

Tv those thotght-lit shores befure time's gale; 
Truth, Love and Goodness deuth-blows withetand— 
Yet subject furever to ropes of anni. 


Oh, boundleas son !—exhnustican aca! 

Thy sea-bird song—"Imimortality ("— 

sounda soft on the tide's trlumphant dow; 

Thon we foel the corda wonken when the ebbings go; 
And the bruldered cloud-ourtaing thpt o'or us bang 
Seem zephyr-dlasolved, leaving only a pang;. 

Dut wo And in tho aeama on tho wounded strand 
Rich Uetilianta and gems for our ropes of gand. 


Oh, denr- 1.ifo peal—Oh, ewect-Lifo sent 

Thy vastness cmbracoa 'Infnity"— 

And man is tho choacn pilot who atecrs 

Every now ship launched of the mystic yenara ; 
Whatever of sorrow wild tomposta may wake, 

Our mooring» from Nature's conditions no’er')! break ; 
For safe In our Heavenly futhor'’a atrong hand 

Ave the tainclosa grains in our ropoa of sand. 


E.utinoton, N. Y., Deo. 6, 1878. 


Pain, like n trusty sentinel, guards evory 


avenue lending to the citndel of life, and we 
aro admonished whenever dunger appronches, 

Tur world is his who can see through its pre- 
tensiona.— Emerson. 


sy 


t 


8169 FEIER ANNUM | 
IN aDVAXCE 


EXPLANATORY. 

That our readers may understand our new 
heading, I will say, in the first place, that it is 
a scene I witness at every regular seance for 
Spirit-com munications. 

As will be seen, I am represented sitting at 
a table, writing out what each Spirit has to sav. 
Mr. Pardee, the Spirit-editor, is sitting at the 
other side of the table, with his left hand rest- 
ing upon some books; while Spirit D. K. Miner, 
business-manager, is seen standing aê wy left, 
some distance back, holding in his right hand 
a roll of paper ; between the two latter, my 


i . 


D. C, DENSMORE, me 


AMANUENSIS AND PENLISHER © VOICE OF ANGELS.” — 
Oi y Ml O o u a auMŘ— 
angel-daughter 'Tunie is in the act of introduc- 
ing a Spirit from the lower planes of Spirit-life, 
who is anxious to communicate; while directly 
back of them are two Spirit-friends of the com- 
municating Spirit. All the otherS pirita wit- 
nessing the scene compose the band of young 
Indies often referred | es, who em- 
ploy their time in h } din 


towards a high 
very low in di 
> 


2 


out fo the first time that they are connected. 


when things will go on as before. 
D. C. DENSNORKR, 
Publisher, of “Voice of Angels.” 


GLENDOWER; 
A LEGEND OF THE OLD AND NEW. 


BY ALICE CARY. 


THROUGU MRS. SUSAN GOODHUE WAGNER. 
Fatser and I were coming down the hill, 


near Sunny Glade, one August evening long ago. 
I cannot reckon the time. Well, no matter; it 


ia not the time I care for, but the incidents orf. 


events connected with it. Such a lovely even- 
ing, too, when the birds fluttered in and out of 
the hedge, and the sweet aroma of flowers per- 
vaded the air, when soft murmurs and pleasant 
sounds fell with soothing and tender melody on 
the ear. A calm August evening. A glorious 
sunset, bathing the landscape with rosy light, 
while we watch the ever-changing clouds, form- 
ing so many grotesque pictures, and all the 
rainbow tints of varied hues, of ever-changing 
scenes, while we picture forms and faces, and 
fec] as if something we know not what was cog- 
nizant of what we do. A dreamy evening, full 
of tender memories; when our emotions ripple 
over into adoration, and we wish we were a 
painter or a poet, that we might catch the di- 
i- vine inspiration uf the hour. 

When light cascades and mossy gladese are all around na, 

When I wlebed that a oymph or a sprite I might be, 


Or a sportive fairy, ao ight and free, woald crown me 
Witb a garland of flowers, (resh culled froin the bowers. 


So, lover-like, hand in hand, we wended our 
way along—father and I. I buoyant with 
health and vigor; he burdened with the infirm- 
ities of years, like a patriarch of old, with flow- 


f 


ing beard and silvered locks. 


While I was ever singing to tho climes of ulstant belle, 
Awakening sweet echoes among the wooded dells. 


Until we reached Glendower, a manor house 
once of some pretensions, but now partially 
fallen to decay, lone, silent, deserted. 


With cobwebs on the wall and dust apon tbe floor, 
Batti p run shone through the window and peeped In at the 


= 
G 
Birds built in the eaves, and a luxuriant 
4 of vines, untended and untrained, 


wild, weird, an 


for refe 
monies of 
vinities within 


to receive BE 


i meditation, whe 


aw over the windows and darkened the] and brightens the lake; the tre i 


n gihe vine 
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: iw, . ; 
“Our Organising are independent, but will- holier purposes. All things nre foreshadowed. 
from their earthly body; who think they are|power co-operates with mechanical force, (ns in| Life, the eternal entity, love, the inseparable 
* dreaming, and will soon wake to consciousness, | your case) and perfects conditions. 


shine brightly on n cloudless night, the sun is 
undimmed when there is no opposing element, 


the fractional parts of matter are subservient to; 


the whole, The first principle, the etymology 
of divine law, you may mar, but not destroy ; 
you may impair or disguise, but cannot efface 
the vital properties, the living source.” 
“Sages,” I caid, “may probe to the depths of 
science, philosophers unravel the poesy of 
thought, and seers penetrate into the mythical, 
the vague, or visionary, as may be; astronomers 
absorb the wonder-loving, through planetary in- 
vestigation and elucidation, or cynics and crit- 
ics teach wisdom to the world—be wise; but I 
love the gay, the grand, the beautiful. I love 
things as they are, and not to be. I love my 
own fancies and moods, my own pleasures and 
pastime. Iam achild of nature; but nature 
must adapt itself to me, not me to nature. Do 
not tell me of law. It oppresses me. Nor of 
boundaries, nor of things I do not understand ; 
for love is illimitable, and I worship at its 
shrine. Look jn yon brook. What does it re- 
flect? Myself; mirrored in its depths my own 
true picture, and not myself. Mine is the in- 
stinct life, that the inanimate imagery. I only 
realize the tangible, the real, not shadows; for 
they are fancies, not ghosts; for they are vag- 
aries of the brain, optical illusions, anything, 
everything that we know not of, but wish we 
did. Sometimes, when my moods are tender or 
fanciful, [ am carried away from myself, from 
things I know to things unknown, all indis- 
tinct, and yet so real, sometimes so dark. 


Worlds seem to revolve around me, and space | 


seeins an atom compared to the magnitude of 
thought that seems to overreach alMnatter con- 
ditions and principles; yet I shrink, I falter, I 
doubt, I fear, while I adore.” 
“Child, you have, (while you reject theories,) 
come back to the first principle. Cause aud 
reasan teaches you effect. You were the cause 
of the shadow in the water, it the negative 


principle; so through the chemical forces of| ago, 


matter our Spiritual bodies are ever yielding to 


the undefinable pe ith a AT of i? 


magnetic developement, of un 
_ “Oh, father, see! the twilig 
day is fading; the sun linger 


‘Lhe stars | votary, energy, truth, and charity, the endow- 
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ment, the irrevocable decree, the transcendent 
attainment, the rosary, the crucifix. I see it 
all. And priests and scribes and phiarisees, too, 
perhaps, whose pictures for a generation have 
hung against these walls, dim shadows of a by- 
gone age, of saints and martyrs, ignorance and 
bigotry, tyranny and oppression, of despotism 
and anarchy, all this and more I contemplate, 
all this and more I feel in this silent sepulchre, 
whether of the living or the dead, of voiceless 
statuary, of soulléss imagery, of faded garlands 
and of withered leaves, where covenants haye 
been made, vows pledged anew, soule reunited 
unto constancy, glorified, perchance cruci 
But my reverie is broken, sweet dreams 
pelled. I hear the flutter of garments, t 
song of a bird, plaintive music, sweet whi 

and I see before me a beautiful child, as light! 
she trips across the floor, with eyes as blue 
the summer skies, the innocent look, th 
surprise, and methinks I havo seen th 
before. — 

How shall I describe her, that 
child, that won me from my. thoughts, a 
th 


beauty, the eyes so dreamy and wist 
der and thoughtful; the long silk 


with a peculiar and expressive 
rustic, evidently ; 


hen th viol 


ter; niy when I 
was the cus 


ty room Í 


birth 
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where in carly spring and autumn cheerful fires 
blazed into ruddy light; a pleasant room, where 
the family circle met, as humble people do, 
where familiar faces peer at me through the 
wist of bygone years; forms that tower above 


coloring, partaking of her susceptible signe nt 
last, yielding up her young life, a are to 
parental pride and ambition.” 

“Yes, father, the story as I heard from the 


_gardener’s little daughter, ere I relapsed into 


all other fancies, that seem to melt and vanish|what you are pleased to call the trance, I the 


before me. But with all the original retained 
those sweet domestic scenes I loved so much, 
the home of my infant years and fresh young 
girlhood. I could only harmonize it with the 
tenderest of poems. Yon wooded hills, calm 
and peaceful, clear streams and sunny slopes, 
the distant groves, mellowed with light and 
shade, the emerald robe of spring, the gorgeous 
tints of autumn, of cool green ferns, and trail- 
ing vines; and natural grottos, where birds met 
in rehearsal, and made this wilderness of rough 
nature a paradise of vocal minstrelsy ; and I 
doubted not that the splendor of its beauty was 
unbroken, its solitude undisturbed, and ite 
sacred haunts uninvaded, consecrated as it was to 
me, and precious. Yes, the affectional life I 
felt was mine; the domestic love and devotion 
of felicity aud reciprocal love; that part of na- 
ture that is irresistible, those charms of life that 
others cannot comprehend, that you must feel 
and know; the something that attracts and 
repels, grieves and holds, saddens and subdues 
you, tortures but enchants you; gnarled oaks 


_ drooping ivy, every dear and treasured thing ; 
faces that have disappeared, forms that have 


chastens while it purifies, and heals while it 
wounds; budding and blooming, withering and 
fading ;—I love thee, oh, dearest home, oh, 
holiest shrine ! 
. The day hath departed, the night hath come, 
and I ain still dreaming and thinking, hoping 
and waiting for what I know not. Shadows 
have crept so stealthily around me, though the 
sky is luminous with stars, and I am alone—oh, 
most desolate thought !—phantom forms glide 
before me; all so strange, mystical and musical ; 
‘the artist’s studio; the poet’s rhapsody, wooing 
the muses; the musician’s symphony of song; 


and quaint images, and classic masters of the 
olden timer. 


“Come, father, I am weary; let us rest. I 
have had a tableau all to myself, 80 curious and 


unique, that I only regret that you did not en- 
joy it with me.’ 


“A panorama of the skies, or spectral shad- 
ows of the world unseen,” said my father, 
smiling; “or perhaps the shadow of Lady Ernes- 
tine, who died so tragically here for love's sake. 
As I heard it related many years ago, Sir Hugh 
“Masters, n man of immense wealth, and tho 
father of an only motherless daughter, possess- 
ing rare personal charms, wished to have her 
united to one of equal rank; but she, disobey- 
ing tho parental injunction, and wilful and per- 
verse, as love will sometimes be, placed her 
affections on a youth of humble birth, and so 
need her father ae to isolate her from the 
world, and in utter seclusion she became 
1 and melancholy, wandering about ab- 
di ene tender and ada me 


lo- 


and weeping willows, the blooming rose or 


vanished, heart utterances silenced; that which 


dream state. It seems as if some mystic spell 

was about me, or as if I had been transported 

to a distant isle, or some fairy had touched me 

with a charmed wand, and transformed me into 

a seer or magician ; it seems aa if the eventa of | 
ages had been crowded into a moment. The 

lapse of time seems great in comparison, as 
thought is busy with us, if our mental vision is 
obscured or repressed; we are ever trying tol 
evade that which is wearisome or irksome. 
though it may tend to unfold the dormant fac- 
ulties. 

“Thought is a powerful agent, and its loco- 
motion rapid; as you see, we have not been 
separated more than an hour—I toobserve, you 
to muse; I in the material, you in the immate- 
rial-sphere. And, father, I have travelled so 
far, seen so much, heard so much. I hate trick- 
ery ; but how this has transpired, I cannot tell 
or realize. Ocular or intuitive sense, through 
the volition of Spiritual or mesmeric alchemy. 

“This must be the palace of enchantment, of 
metaphors and figures, where princes, poets, 
knights, and fair ladies hold high carnival; as 
like attracts like.” 

“What else, child? ” 

“Everything to make up this infinite, super- 
natural, endless variety of indigenous matter, 
‘of hobgoblina or ghosts, if you please.” 

“Is this sarcasm, or honest inquiry ? ” 

“Tt means all that is improbable and inex- 
plicable in your theory; and while I have 
drifted away to scenes familiar and unfamiliar, 
I am constantly evading the idea of visible or 
invisible, coexistent Spiritual bodies.” 

“Every impulse of your nature disputes what 
you have said; every finite condition, every 
tangible assumption, every attribute or fact.” 

“Father, is it thus I must realize what I am 
vainly trying to represas? Those statues are 
dumb; they do not speak; neither do the cold 
lips of death have utterance, nor to agonized 
hearts give one conscious or familiar token. 

“There are realms we cannot fathom, prob- 
lems we cannot solve, and mysteries we cannot 
understand; but there are conditions” over 
which we have no control, that master us with- 
out voluntary effort; the spontaneity of nature, 
the porfection of negative force. Life is the 
natural or governing principle. Though the 
body may be iunctive, or rigid in death, the 
chemical process of nature is ever going on to 
a perfect entity; the ripened leaves fall to the 
ground; but their properties are not lost; ev-/ 
ery particlo will be re-vitalized, every atom util« 
ized. Nature evor affiliates with ita own. God 
doth not dostroy his own creation. Ignorance 
is prophecy, truth n sovoreign fact.” 


On, undivided aphoroa, atrange and mysterloue!— 
Science assorta— Rennon toada tho way: 
Igiorunce and nuporstition bath tho away. 


Now | am approaching my Immortal ephore; 
My sonao Is thoro, my body hore 
Oh, thoro aro scenes ao ripu Tee 


Tho doors are opened wide to mo; 


= [during 


Ihave no doubt, I have no fear, 
My visions are what they appenr, 
If kindred soula clo hold me hero, 
If lovo attracts | would be near; 
For there nro those | love eo dear, 
To earth, I mcan—tho green, grecn earth— 
For now I have immortal! birth. 
1 have poasc:) unto the brighter shore, 
To Join the loved ones gone before— 
A \iving and barmonione band, 
lo thie dolightful Summer-Land. 
Ob, from those brighter shores divine, 
I'll give you truth in prose and rhyme; 
For ecarco | knew whon | begun, 
Which aide of life to writs upon. 
] would your kind forbearance ask, 
And your approval of my tusk. 
HRerwcrobor, science is abstruso, 
Aod forma of very littie use; 
And so, while I would be concise, 
1 cannot always bo procise. 
It is the sense we would retain, 
{tis the pleasare after pain; 
It (s for thia I come to you, 
Ty tell of scones that once! koor; 
And now that I bavo passed away, 
Your trusting tovo I would repay; 
And other poets I will bring 
Out of the valo of mystery, 
To prove to you the after life 
Ie not all a heresy. 
The river Death dotb not divido 
My Spirit from the mortal side. 
But now I will no longer tarry, 
You'll bear again from Allce Cary. 


| TO BE CONTINUED. J 


[For the Voice of Angels.] 
CHEERING WORDS. 

Frienp Dexsmore,—Once upon a time, 
Spirit Audubon, the great ornithologist, while 
in control of a Medium, was asked why a painter 
of only moderate skill, and a financial backer, 
almost indifferent to paintings of any quality, 
had been selected by eminent departed painters, 
as instraments through whom to try their hands 
once more at the material brush. The response 
was, “Can you teach the Theologian theology ?” 
—meaning thus, no doubt, to teach that those 
whose training had led them to very fixed opin- 
ions, and to defined methods in reference to the 
business in contemplation, would refuse to adopt 
any very novel views and processes which might 
be presented by the Spirits intending to oper- 
ate, and would insist upon adherence to their 
accustomed notions and ways. 

Thus a reason is indicated why, when they 
designed to start a new periodical, tbat should 
widely differ from any existing one, Spirits, 
passing by trained editors and publishers, called 
upon D. C. Densmore, a whaleman, and jack- 
at-many-trades, to lend them bis brain and 
hands, for executing their novel purpose. Who 
dares presume that any previously trained edi- 
tors and publishers could have so aided Spirits 
to launch and keep nfloat through three 
of ebbed tide—of dead low water—on the bu 
iness sea, such a literary craft as the 
or ANGELS? Through ‘you, that 
accomplished, and the foresjgh t of 
manifested. 

Perusal of Pardee’s Editorial 
Dec. 15th, gives me 
to learn that hia ori 
fully met, and | 
be continued d. 
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the Vorcr. by other papers, and by public speak- 
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bas been faithful and true to the promise 


ers, induces me to say, and partly in explanation | made me a few weeks since. 


of my own passive course, that from the first I 


regarded it as the special duty of the business) .),no_ at least. 
manager (Spirit Miner) to arrange for and pro- | 


cure such notices as were desired ; and also have 
apprehended that purely mundane efforts might 
tend to thwart execution of his purposes through 
Spiritual instrumentalities. I assumed that he 
might choose to so manage matters that the ed- 
itor might be able to say truly, as he has said, 
that the Voice “has arrived at its preseut 
healthy condition entirely upon its own merits” 
—or, as I may perhaps add, upon the efficient 
labors of its super-mundane managers. You 
well know that at the outset, io my judgment, 
your reliance for success must be almost exclu- 
s:vely upon aid from the Spirit-\World—that 
every mundane view discerned nothing else than 
speedy failure—that unless your faith in aid 
from the Spirit- World was unfaltering, it would 
be folly to commence. Yet, if you had such 
fuith, it might be well to move onward at once, 
despite the darkness and stagnation attaching 
to the business world. 

Your methods for obtaining matter for pub- 
lication, the varied qualities of the matter, and 
your processes for obtaining pecuniary returns, 
differ from what would have been used by 
trained writers and financiers; and yet have 
kept you up, where trained skill most likely 
must have failed. 

Your publication, unique in its contents, has 
met a want of writers, amanuenses, and many 
aaah which existed widely, and yearned for 

| The paper has furnished very much 
oval Dh information concerning life in Spirt- 
Spheres, and, no doubt, has given much cheer 
and aid to vast numbers on each bank of the 
“stream which runs between the material and 
Spiritual realms. Long may the Voice oF 
lsu wR 
iMa Ada 
Ln p” ‘ 


_eRIFIcaTiOx E 


About twilight, I was sitting iu my room 
with no visible one. | 
requested her tu go to the VoIce OF 
GELS’ Circle and give her friends u word 


of encouragement and cheer, that those—| will take theo up.” 


if there are any such—who feel that they 
are not satisfied tbat she still lives may 
know. 

Hoping to hear from the dear sister 
again, is the ardent wish of her many 
friends. Mrs. Leroy Grattan. 


{For the ‘Voice of Angele."’) 


THE POWER OF PRAYER. 


TRUE prayer is the inmost throbbing of the 
soul. It need not be uttered or expressed. It 
is a fire within. 

To whom do we address this soul’s desire? 
l answer to a power that mortals call God, and 
know no more. And the children of earth re- 
sort to this as the only resource, when all things 
on the earth-plane fail and are as “dead wen’s 
bones.” Then, and not till then, do the fires of 
our innermost begin to illuminate our real be- 
ings; and then the soul goes forth to that Di- 
vine Source called God; and though that be an 
Infinite Source, the finite dares to venture into 
the sanctuary, and the wearied soul finds com- 
fort. There is a faith in things unseen, which 
is more blessed than a faith in things seen. To 
illastrate: Once in the bygone years, I had a 
very dear friend, who was united in marriage to 
a gentleman, who at the time of that union was 
all that could be desired, and all went on well 
for a short time; then gradually there appeared 
in that family group a hideous monster. It was 
“king alcohol,” and that king enthroned himself 


in that household and ruled with a despotic| his memory took him pa hi 
| sceptre, until devastation took the place of com- 


fort, and tears the place of joyous laughter. | clothed in darknes 


ws sand doors. | 
als clothed i 
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briers, that bruised her at each step. All, all 
was dark. She eskea about for some friend, 


Hitherto she had depended 
strength alone. 


on her own mortal 
Her barque was out on the 


| stormy sea, nearly wrecked; when like unto a 


AN- | 


silvery stream, a voice whispered in her ear, 

“When all forsake thee, your Father in Heaven 

At once she remembered 
ithe words of Jesus of Nazareth, “When father 
and mother, sister and brother forsake thee, 
then I will take thee up.” ‘Io her crushed 
heart it was like the glorious rainbow that over 
arches the sky after a storm, and for tho first 
time she bent in prayer. Tt was then that she 
found the Blessed Master, her unfailing “Elder 
Brother,” was within her doors. She found, 
when she called, that he at once arose; and in- 
asmuch as she believed on him, the stormy sea 
became calm, and a strength came to her, “such 
as the world cannot give.” Now, for what did 
that angel-wife pray? 1 will tell you: That 
her husband, the father of her little children, 
should be raised out of the grave of darkness 
and dissipation, and restored to his family. 
Was her prayer answered? Let us see. She 
passed days, weeks, months, in waiting; but 
never wearied in uttering this one prayer— 
“Save, oh, save my dear husband!” After 
many months had passed, the Comforter came; 
“it was event:de.” The sweet moonbeams were 


falling silently on her humble home; the little 


ones were slumbering while she the drunkard’s 
wife was the only watcher; her voice w 
cending amidst a convoy of ministering S 

for the stray one from his Father’s house. The 
fallen man reached his door, and while clir 

the narrow stairway, his ear caught the sı 

and he listened to her pleadings pap } 

was then that God’s voice ipa his | 

soiled, deeply soiled in sin as Baye 3, 
baptism of the fire of God’s lov 


home, and he the drunkar 


wi 


oon i 
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that we may not weary in well-doing, and be| susceptible to the ‘light of her divine | 
willing to put our hands to the plough and fur-| teaching. 


row out the weeds and knotted roots that iw- 
pedo our upward way. 

Let our beautiful Philosophy make us on 
with God, who is our Father; for he has 
breathed into us his life, ao that we his earth- 
children may be lights divine. All can have 
the light if they will. Then as Spiritualists, 
let us put on this garment of Love, and be wil- 
ling to descend into the hells of sin to lift up 
those who have fallen among thieves; for there 
is no one, however low, but that some time in 
the beautiful hereafter will become a glorified 
irit. i 

The story of Mary and George is no fiction ; 
it is truth, and peradventure this narrative may 
eet the gaze of some one who was inclined to 

A the way, and the Prayers of £ Magis 80 
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Sottly she whispered, “Light and a 
beyond, and blessings, with rare spicy 
fragrance, awnits thee.” 

Quick as thought, my Spirit leaped from 
its prison cell, claimed the promise given 
by my friend and guide, and I began to 
live. 

Language would fail me. were I to at- 
tempt to describe my gratefulnesy for the 
lessons learned by these experiences. 
Though sad nnd severe, they have placed 
me in a condition to hold swect commun- 
ion with loved ones, though gone, not 
lost. yori 


N w, under their guidance, my frail 
ee els bak to ys on the 


« 


Hm my home with | r” 


|For the Volce of Angels.) 


MUSIC. 


ny c. i. 


Tav.re's mnalc in the falling leaf, 
There’s music in the wind; 

There's muate in the aweet bellef 
That God is ever kind. 


There's moale tn the falling fralt, 
There’s mualc in the flower; 

There's music In the awect belief, 
Protcetion evcry hour. 


There's moslo lo the running brook, 
There's moslo on the sea; 

There's music in the blessed thought 
That God loves yon and me. 


There's music in the wood, — i i 
There's music on the wing; 

There's mnelc in the thonght that God 
Can every blesaing bring. 


upt 


»* eo! L 


ynia Aai hii i. 
There's maaic in the alr we breathe, 1s digs 
There's mosie lo the oky; R bei 
There's music in the sweet belief si elie of . 


_ That God is ever nigb. B ott le a Ki P, 


There music ia the hnman form, e ad 
There's mualice In the sp eres; A 


"Tis mas: to erate nT ooo 


Tı at know 
n pat ee r 


his Father hears, A bowel dees 

There's muslo la in the glorious sun, ee 
ns nale a tN moon; 

sle in th vung wae 


. a 


me and all 
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EDITORIAL. 


FRIENDS AND PaTRONS OF THE VOICE 
oF ANGELS,—Here we are again, outward 
bound for the fourth time, gliding gently 
and quietly out of our port, where we an- 
chored two weeks ago, after a successful 
and profitable year’s cruise; and after re- 
fitting our little craft for another voyage, 
and replenishing her Spiritual larder with 
fresh supplies for satiating famishing stom- 
achs with the bread of life, we find our- 
selves bounding over the surface of old 
Neptune's domain, with a fair breeze, und 
all sail set, in search of new victories and 
fresh laurels, to add to those already re- 
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at the same time expressing heartfelt thanks 
jand the deepest gratitude, for cheering 
words from loved ones gone betore,— 
makes nssurance doubly sure, as to the fu- 
ture of the VOICE OF ANUELS. 


As mentioned in cur last, our mail list 


thas slowly, but steadily increased in vol-| 
ume trom the first; and notwithstanding | cme before the public. ] 


we have a large free list, (which ts not ob- 
jectionable,) and many are sadly in arrears, 
yet we are ablo to pay current expenses, 
and have # small margin for emergencies. 


As heretofore ried, if all our subscrib-| had the thought got fairly settled in my mind, 
ers could have paid up their dues, we|than I sat down to write out a prospectus. 
could have enlarged our paper to sixteen| While thus engaged, and before I had written 
pages at the same rate of subscription it|half a dozen lines, Mr. Pardee, an old and es- 
was last year, thus having one-quarter teemed friend of mine, who had been in the 


more solid reading matter, with uo addi- 
tional expense. But as they have not, or 
could not, we are compelled to defer mak- 


ing the change indefinitely; promising,|yantage of my willingness to allow him 
however, at the earliest possible moment, | use of my hand, he wrote these words, “W. 


be make the enlargement, when it can be] not get up a paper that I can speak throu h 
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NOTE BY PUBLISHER. 


[lor rne benefit of those who may not have 
| seen them, I reprint, in this issue, my introduc- 
tory remarks on issuing the first number of 
j this paper, in which will be found a brief ace 
| count of the origin of the Vorck or ANugLs, how 
and whore it was first suggested, and why it 


Somo five years since, while a resident of 
Philadelphia, practising healing by laying on 
of hands, to increase my business, I determined 
to getup a circular in the form of a ininiatute 
newspaper, and issue it monthly. No sooner 


Summer-Land some five years, put in an ap- 
pearance. 


I felt not a little pleased and gratified at the 
friendly call. Almost immediately, taking 


corded iniheg po log-book izand, as done with safety. the hungry multitude?” Upon readin, 
we pass the beacon-light on the head- Although the result of our effort in} question, I jocosely said, “I will if yor 
lands overlooking our port of departure, e~ ting the VOICE oF T has culmi-| it.” After waiting a few moments, 
our soul lights up with joy unspeakable, | bated in success, far exceeding our most| thinking the matter over, or talking 


as we watch our tiny craft bounding over 
the tempest-tossed ocean of inharmony,| 
watching every favorable opportunity to 
dispense the bread of life to starving souls 
from our abundant stores. 
we are on our fourth voyage, it seems but 
yesterday since we undertook the editorial 
inanagement of the VOICE oF ANGELS. 
We shall never forget, as long as memory 


holds sway, how timidly and anxiously 


we first traversed her quarter-deck ; for 
we honestly confess to the fact, that al-j 


though disrobed of mortal ae 


we were still subject to err in judgment, 
and liable to make mistakes. 


We entertained not a few misgivings as 

to the final success of the novel, unique 
+ enterprise; and no wonder we had such 
fears, when without an exception among 
the business men of earth, and not a a 
on our side of life, all prophesied a pre- 
But, thanks to the faitb 
aud moral pluck of our amanuensis and 
co-worker, our fears were soon dissipated 
und the enterprise, before it was a year 


mature failure. 


_ old, was a proven success. 


And although! 


As to w gi» has Jote pestered. in the an 


sanguine hopes at first, with flattering 
' prospects for the future, 
‘to exult over it; because we see that all 
auch efforts are brought about by organic 
Ilaw, 
[into existence. 


any one else connected with its growth, 


can at most claim is, tbat we and they are| the project would occasionally flash r 


‘acting merely as Spiritual nurses or assist- 
ants, preparing and getting ready for the 


accouching process ; and afterwards to take 


are of tbe infant, and provide it with 


care of itself. So that however grand the 


a law inherent in itself; the theory being, 
that all things incident to life, on any and 
all planes ae existence, come into being 
through this law. Hence, no one can or 
ought to claim, as before hinted, any per- 
konal merit for what they ey have done 
or may do in the premises. And as our 
"| tittle messenger ie is not n € 

general tule, it ve b 

tion of an prod 


we do not feel will do the best I can, 


just as a tree or human being comes subjects he left, and I thought no 
Hence, all that we, or|the matter for the time being. 


LIDU nourishment, until it can take | portance. 


mission of our little child of TITE may | him was a waste of time. However, t 
become, it owes it all to the outgrowth of I tried to keep it out of my mind,.th 


"g me, that if I ventilated the matter 


friends about it, he wrote, “I accept of t 
and with the aid 
eral Spirits,” (some of whom he nai 

no doubt of its ultimate succe 
pleasant chat of an hour or so 


For weeks subsequent to the abov 


mind; and whenever an oppo 
Mr. Barke would write something 
“our novel enterprise,” as he used t 
e it. Wheneverit was alluded t 
it as a thing of not the slightest 


I thought that talking about 


intruded itself, until at last I could 
nothing else. For several weeks I | 
myself; but eventually the thought o 


friends, maybe I could get rid of i 
This ruse did not work as I hope 
for, mikheut, pet ee ABE Ti Be a 
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claimed that they could write out their thoughts 
through my hand, with almost the same ease 
and facility that they could with their own 
before leaving tho material form Finally the 
pressure camo to be so grent, that I determined 
to writo n series of questions relating to the 
subject, enclose them in a closely sealed envel- 
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though of late amply able, in a pecuniary sense, | will continue to growin influence and favor 
to give it a fair trial, yot considering my lack|commensurate with the grandest subject that 
ef any practical knowledge in the busineas,|ever enlisted the deepest and profoundest 
and that I was getting well up in years, ang fioughts of men or angels, viz., the destiny of 
that all the matter must come through me, I! the human soul. 

hesitated, knowing, that once in, there was no| Before closing this article, it might not be 
retreat. Thus for weeks it went on; and, as| amiss to say something about the way commu- 


ope, and send them to Mr. J. V. Mansfeld, | before, the more I tried to get rid of thinking! nications are given through me. I am both an 
who answers such letters—or rather, the friends | about it, the more it troubled and perplexed me.|impressional aud mechanical Medium. Some- 
to whom they are addressed answer themjAgain I had recourse to my Spirit-friends, | times I hear the words to be written, and then, 


through him—and see what my other friends in 
Spirit-life had to say about it. Accordingly I 
wrote the letter, so secured it that it could not 
be tampered with without instant detection, and 
sent it off. In less than a week I received a 
package, containing not only the sealed letter 
intact, but an elaborate answer to each question 
asked, in regular order as propounded, from 
first to last; and without a single exception all 
were in favor of the enterprise, cautioning me, 
however, about embarking in it without suff- 
= cient means to successfully float it until it could 
sustain itself without assistance; hinting that 
many projects of the kind had been started, 
= and failed for want of sufficient funds ; remark- 
| ing, “We are not bankers, but we can give you 
sufficient matter to elicit favorable criticism.” 
I had no personal acquaintance with Mr. 
Mansfield, and knew there was no common way 


even the drift of the questions. The replies 
through him somewhat staggered me in my op- 
position, and I began to consider the project 


through Mansfield. Leaving out all details as| again, I seem to see the words as in a book, and 
to questions and answers sent and received, 1| read them; and sometimes, though not often, I 
will say that five letters were sent tome at|both see and hear the words at the same time; 
different timeg, in every one of which the prac-| but all are written mechanically through my 
ticability of the scheme had the unqualifled en- | hand, that is to say, I use not a particle of vol- 
dorsement of all my friends. Some thought, | ition, as far as I know. 

from the depressed conditions of the times, this| As Spirits are ever engaged in works of love, 
was not the best time to start it; while many |in order not to conflict with their other avoca- 
thought it was the right time. All agreed,| tions, they, in advance, name epecific times at 
however, that, if once started, it would go ahead ;| which they will give an hour more or less to 
it might be slowly at first, but eventually it| writing through my hand. Sometimes these 
would rest upon a solid basis. Finally, having! engagements are made weeks ahead, and I note 
exhausted all objections to the scheme that I| down precisely as I would appointments with a 
could think of, and having become convinced | friend on business, who is still in this sphere of 
beyond a peradventure that its practicabjlity| being. ‘Then, again, there are certain Spirits 
under existing circumstances was perceived by| with whom I have what we call in our vernacu- 
practical business men in Spirit-life, whose pre-| lar, “a standing appointment,” who meet regu- 
judgment of things future was not to be ignored | larly at some hour of each succeeding day or 
with impunity, I reluctantly (I am ashamed to| evening. There are times set aside for unde- 


by which he could have become possessed of|say) consented to enter the lists, and do the | veloped Spirits, who come to echoo!, as they call 


best I could to forward a scheme gotten up and | it, and who are always attended by some loving 
managed by a band of beneficents in Spirit-life, | relative or guardian. It is sometimes amusing 
whose every thought and act is for the ameliora- | to see men, who had attained to near a hundred 


more favorably, although with not the vaguest | tion and happiness of those of earth’s children | years before they left the form, attending this 
+ thought that it would ever amount to a practi-|who are groping their way in darkness and|xchool with all the characteristics of small 


cal reality. 

To put a quietus upon the possibility, that 
as some suggested, he might read the questions 
clairvoyantly, and thus be able to give pertinent 
anewers, I state that there were many things 
mentioned through him which were not alluded 
to in my letter; and he gave the names of 
many Spirits not mentioned by me, some of 
whom I had never heard of. 

Finally, to ascertain some of the details as 
to its get up, if I should ever find myself in a 
condition to start it, I sent another letter under 
the same test conditions as the first; and to 
this the answer came in the same regular order 
and preciseness as did the first. Seeing no 
way open for carrying the project forward, it 
slowly passed out of my mind, except that occa- 
sionally it would pay me a visit, seemingly to 
keep our acquaintance fresh and green. 

Time rolled on, until, some two months since, 
the subject came knocking at the door of 
thought again, asking admittunce. Ever ready 
and plensed to receive a friendly call from my 
dearly beloved friend, I hastily opened wide the 
door of my heart and let him enter. After the 
first friendly salutations were over, he at once 
renewed the subject of the long-ago-talked-of 
paper, presenting very earnestly the importance 
of at once starting it; and stating that the 
project had not been absent from his mind all 
years; also that he had been unremitting 


ignorance. 


| children, learning the a bc of life; thus verify- 


To put myself in the best possible condition | ing an old saying, “A man may be old at forty 


to be used, I have abandoned the use of tobacco, | and an infant at eighty.” Then, again, there 


which had been a life-long habit, also tea and | are seemingly very young children high up in 
coffee, and confine myself to a simple nourish-| the science of life, and teachers of a high 
ing diet, determined, that, as far as I am con- 
cerned, there shall be nothing wanting to en- 
sure itssuccess. Although at times, when the 
project flashes suddenly across my mind, I feel 
an indescribable, weakening, nauseous, sickening 


order. There will appear, in these pages, from 
time to time, interesting sketchea of life in 
both the higher and lower spheres of Spirit-land, 
adapted to prepare those on the earth-plane to 
be somewhat prepared to meet the change called 
sensation in the region of the stomach,—a sort| death intelligently’; that is, to perceive that 
of sinking-down feeling pervades my entire | deati: is only changing from one habitation to 
being, and for a while I cannot speak orhardly| another, not unlike our earthly experiences 
move ; yet with all this, I have such faith that) when we move from one tenement to another. 
those who are engineering the thing are amply y 
able to carry it to a successful issue, that I soon 
recruit force, and enter in to it with all the vim 
and energy I would a project the success of 
which did not admit of a single doubt. 

Unlike any other paper in existence, with 
the exception of a few things from correspond- 
enta, all the matter will be furnished by deni- TO EVERYBODY. 
zens of the Spirit-world. Hence it will be ap-| Tur friends of the Voice or Ancgts k 
parent that I have got into the very condition | right well it is not an enterprise t 
that I foresaw would inevitably come, if I al-|the purpose of money-making. 
lowed myself to engage in it, and which I so|snfe to say, the matter of 
much dreaded. From the foregoing it will be} point of view, has never at 
seen that I not only did not want to engage in| way, been conside 
the enterprise, but, on the contrary, tried every | creasing its circulation 
possible subterfuge to keep out of it. If I am, who have brou 
not mistaken as to ita parentage, it belongs to a| see the 


All letters and communications must be id- 
dressed to 
D. C. Densmore, Publisher, 
Fair View House, North Weymouth, Mass. 


[For the Voice of Angels.| 


8 


Let ua, then, one and all, who take and delight 
in this little fortnightly messenger, band our- 
selves together to get for it new subscribers. 
Let us exert ourselves, working with “hearts 
resolved,” that before the new year has passed 
away, the wish will have become a fact. I do 
not believe there is one single subscriber who 
would not feel genuine regret and sorrow at 
learning it had ceased being published. This 
being the case, what hinders our inducing five 
hundred, or a thousand, or many thousands 
from appreciatihg it as we do? Nothing bat 
permitting them to live on without the paper. 
Let us then see to it that before many months 
we have furnished the publisher with orders to 
go ahead and make the proposed change. 
Yoors, B. F. RANDALL. 


SPIRIT MESSAGES, 


Gives AT THE “Voice oF ANGELS” 
Dec. 8, 1878, 


THROUGH THE ORGANISM OF M. T. SHEL- 
HAMER. 


CIRCLE, 


INVOCATION, BY ROBEKT ANDERSON, CHAIRMAN. 
INFINITE Spirit! we recognize in thee 
‘our best friend. Thou art not merely our 
Creator, our Father and our Mother God ; 
hut thou art our Guide and our Shepherd, 
7 through all the changing scenes of life. 
> Tonight the aspirations of our souls are 
to draw nearer to thee; fur our experien- 
ces bave taught us tby loving care and 


tender mercy. 
We bless thee that we are upheld thro’ 
i. every sorrow ; that tbou bast strewn the 


patbway of mortals with enjoyments; for 
every friend; fur hume pleasures; for the 
harmony and beauty of the Spirit we 
bless thee. And may thy children learn 
to look after thee, to recognize thy bound- 
less luve; to seek thee in spirit, until the 
earth shall bloom hike the towers. 

= Bless this Circle and its conductors; 
bless these Spirits, who labor so faithfully 
for the good of others; bless these mor- 


ward; and may the time soon come when 
with dear ones gone before, they will sing 
to thee n sweeter, nobler song of praise. 


P REBECCA STEARNS. 


tils with health and strength to go for- |a 


VOICE OF ANGELS. 
ton. (Oh, that’s not fur.] Ien't it? 
don’t know this place. 
the kind Spirits here ? 
all about it.] 
but they ain’t mamma. 


I} Iam so surrounded hy love and peace 
[Don't you sec all) that earthly treasures are us nothing. | 
They will tell you| value my pretty things because of old as- 
I see a good many peop'e ; | sociutions. 
I want mamma ;|of mine because it belonged tu me, and I 


N 


JANUARY 1, 1879 


You would treasure anything 


| . . 
I want her to know | come close, close tof come to receive your love to enrich my 
ber and papa; I can't make them know ;) spirit. 


they don’t hear me; and I want to say l| 


come every day with love. 

Mamma don’t seem to be very well; I 
want her to he. 

I'm Carrie F. Chessinan. My name’s 
just like mamma’s and papa's; mamma's 
name is Carrie—Carrie S. Chessman. It’s 
most time for me to have another hirth- 
day. l was here last birthday; wiil I be 
here next birthday, with mamma? (I 
think so.] I hope she'll think I’m there, 
and I will bring her some flowers, and 
make her feel good. I guess I shall feel 
like crying, but I hope she won't; ‘cause 
I ain’t dead, and I du come with love ev- 
ery day. 

I guess I was her N 
I'm going on seven. 
he’s at the Pust Office. 
hear from me? [We will print a letter 
for you, and send the paper to ber.] Will 
my name be inthe paper? [Yes.] Oh, 
say, will it? I think it’s Marion street. 
Good bye. 


‘ew Year’s present. 
Papa’s Fred, and 


[Mr. Editor, please send to Mrs. Currie le 


S. Chessman, East Boston, Mass.) 
= FANNY HUEON. eate 
Ou, my dear, dear mother! I so long} , 


to have you know that I do return to you 
every day; that I am with you when you 
yearn to see me; that it is true what the 
lady tells you concerning 
World. 


How’'ll mammat 


the Spirit- han eer be 
I want you to aanita we do| 


come, all you have loved and lost; that| 


The struggle is over, dear mother; 
death has no more claim on me; the grave 
no more fear. l have conquered, and 
now come to bring you a great hoon— 
glad tidings that we live. Give my love 
to Mrs. P. and all. 

I thank you, sir; wy name is Fanny 
Huson. 1 would like it to be sent 
Mrs. Rebecca Walsworth, Delta, N. Y. 


(1) 


INGALLS. r 


Goon EVENING. (Good evenin 
come here because I do not kno 
else to go, and I am desirous of 
a line to my friends. My brain is 
now; I have no trouble with it. 
to have bad headaches before I 
sick; but I did not know we w. 
die. It’s nothing, after all; t 
thing about it is the sor à 
leave dichindn ei i 


ALBERT 8. 


nae e 


pT there agi 


Ang 
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* good souls who are in rapport with him. 
Iam with bim a great deal of the time, 
and I am sure he realizes it. J regret’ 
that I cannot do all that I used to do; he 
kuows I couldn't bear to be idle or help- 
less, but always wanted to do my part; 
but I direct and guide him in bis manage- 
ment, and be knows he couldn't do s80 
well in the house, if I was not there to 
help him. 

] am glad he made the change a couple 
of years ago; he knows I am. It was 
good for him bodily and spiritually; and 
be can do so much good to others too, 
making them think, if nothing more, and 
silencing their laughter. 

The world was pretty intolerant when I 
was here; but it is advancing. A dozen 
years does wonders for a truth; and be- 
fore the twelfth year from my departure 
is out, you will find that people who used 
to scoff will be glad to listen to you con- 
cerning the Spirit-World. 

_ | suppose I would be growing and feel- 

ing old now; but I am young and lively, 

and ready for work. 

= Please say it is Hannah G. Brockway, 

to E. R. Brockway, East Washington, 

N. H. Iam glad to have met you. 

wre ' a 


o M 


ie’ 


ESs8AGES Given Dec. 15, 1878. i 
E T) 1 i ' 


MARION GAY. 


PLease to say that Marion Gay, from 


Happy Valley, California, comes from her 
beautiful Spirit-Home to send a message 
_ of love to her friends, and to promise to 
manifest herself to them, if they will give 
her the opportunity. I was sixteen years 
old, and have been in the higher life a 
number of years. 


JAMES MEHTON. 


1. 


] BELONGED to San Francisco, and have 
been an inhabitant of the Spirit-World 
about five years. My name is James Mer- 
ton; I come, hoping to he welcomed by 
friends, or at least to open a way whereby 
Imany be able to reach those who knew 
me when in the body. Therefore, I cast 
my words upon the waves of truth, trusi- 
‘ing they will be borno to their rightful 
place, the hearts of those I left behind 
me. 


8PRING-FLOWER. 


SPRING-FLOWER comes to bring the red- 
man’s blessing to the pale-faces who sit in 
council to listen to-the voice of the Great 
Spirit. Spring-tlower is here to give white 
istrength. The pale-face Spirits who 


nds above, have spoken ; 
ty work is beforo white maic 


VOICE OF ANGELS, 


Re 


Oh, leve, this silken tress LO me 

la part of thy divinity; 

Those ear eyes and their mate appeal 
Love's conscious thoaght to me reveal; 
Thia band I clasp, eo tolt and warm— 

Thy lot to joy and mioe to mourn. 


hearts of the people, as the winds of Au- 
tumn scatter the forest leaves. The Spirit 
Council has called white maiden to a work 


she now no thinks of, but it will surely 
come. | 6vaas GOODBUE Wauxrk- 


Spring-flower comes to this Lodge with| TonnaReiness Ohioa aaa 
Telula ; Spring-flower comes to waft mes- 
sage of love, with the magnetism of 
strength, through the talking-sheet, to the 
white-haired sachem who sits in council| T° e Editor of the Voice of Angels: 
for the good of the people—he who is Sır, —Having received the following 
Spring-flower’s old friend. Spring-flower| intelligences from the Spirit of Miss Susan 
wafts love to all her friends, and say she| Wixom, through the mediumship of Mrz. 
no forgets. Mary C. Gale, Sunday evening, Dec. 1, 

Many moons since Indian maiden has|2"d again on Monday evening, with the 
spoken, but she no asleep. Spring-flower| earnest request that I should send you the 
Sioux maiden, who loves all good pale-| Same for publication in the Voice or Ax- 
faces. GELS, I now do au: 


SPIRIT COMMUNICATION. 


Garves, Genesee Co., Mich., Dec. 4. 1878. 


SUBARADENIBON] Oh, mamma! mamma! I come to tell 


;you not to cry; lam not dead; I've gut 
and this is ny excuse for coming. l have| a nice home over there. Uncle George 
been before, but not to this circle. Time|came and brought me here, and said [ 
has dealt lightly with my darling mother;| could send word to you. You spoil all 
I do not want her to be sad and sorrowful. my happiness by shedding so many tears. 
Oh, how often I come and place my band\] wag nine years old; I was all you bad. 
upon her shoulder, or caress the browaoly heard you say you could never be happy 


I aM so anxious to convince my mother, 


locks so dear to me. Darling mother, will! without me. 


I lived at Oxford, Mass. 1 


you but believe that I am with you, bring-| died of diphtheria. 


ing you words of cumfort, easing your 
| beart of all pain, and blessing your spirit 
| with the peace of heaven | 
I loved to think that the angels were 
about us; I loved tu believe that it was 
possible for them to whisper to our hearts 
words of peace and hope, and to feel that 
the decay of the body only preceded the 
perfect developement of the Spirit. To- 


Please give this a place in your columns 
and oblige yours, for the truth. 
Leroy Brows. 


(For the Voice of Angele.| 
CORRESPONDENCE. 
MRS. IRVING'S IMPRISONMENT. 
Mr. Epiror,—A lady named P. W. Ir- 


night I am glad of this; tonight I thank ving lectured in this village one year ago 


God for every dear tie of earth, each lov- 
ing frieud and companion, and especially 
for my dear mother. I rejoice that the 
Spirit bas power to throw aside the caske 
of clay, and emerge bright, shining and 


beautiful, as- the butterfly emerges from 
its chrysalis of stone. 


Oh, praise the angels, mother, that we|tion, and 80 far as known, with favorable 
are wniting to give you sweet welcome,| results. 


on a shore where there is no more death, 
neither sorrow nor pain | 


I thank you. My name is Susan Deni-| gaged in the practice of medicine, when 


son. Please send to Mrs. Belle Denisun, 
Delta, N. Y. 


[Por the Voloe of Angels.} 
TO MY BOY. 


Comp, my boy, look at the sky; 

There le a cloud that saileth bigh, 
The litWe birda will come by-and-bye— 
And thon shalt sing and [ shall ery, 


Perchance, my love, thou mayst be dead, 
The green moss growing o'er thy bed; 
Thoo mayst oot heur the word I sald, 
Though even love and death are wod. 


pray, 


t showed a correct knowledge ot the buman 


last March, upon the laws of health and 
other matters pertaining to physiology, 
which lectures were very satisfactory. and 


eystem. She afterwards lectured in other 
sections, and examined and prescribed for 
those afflicted witb disease upon applica- 


The next heard from her, she was at 
Montrose, in Pennsylvania, and there en- 


applied to, and advertised to lecture u 
medical science in general. While quie 
plying her vocation, she was co 
and affronted by one Dr. Smi 


if she bad a diploma. 


jabe had none, he took 


jthe State, whi 


10 


Previous to her imprisonment, sho was/one is now at liberty to employ such med-| VERTEICATIO 


proffered a reprieve, provided she would 
lenve the Stato. 
claiming she had done nothiug which 
should subject hor to such treatment. 

Her little daughter, who was with her, 


hor more severe than the first. 


She was bound to stand trial and know | 


{he worst. Sho is a believer in Spiritual- 
ism, und possesses mediumistic powers ; 
and it would appoar that this was tho bead 
aud front of hor offending. 

Shall it be said that in this free and en- 
lightened land, people shall be denied the 
privilege of procuring such medical nid as 
they shall deem most expedient and con- 
ducive to their physical well being? 

Mrs. Irving bas made medicine a etudy, 
has been skilful in practice, and bus a 
practical knowledge of ubstetrics ; and wo- 
men are, certainly, adapted to practise iu. 
this department of medical science. 


A friend of her's in this village has just 
received a letter from her, stating that she 
hus had her second trial, last November, 
has been acquitted, aud is now practising 
medicine in tho State of Pennsylvania, in 
the very placo where arrested. 


On the rendering of the verdict, the 
court-house rang with cheers. It cost the 
State about two hundred dollars, but right 
prevailed, and the much ubused and per- 
secuted lady was exonerated; but she 
showed the hest of grit and much stamina 
an resolving to face the music aud know 
the worst. 

Such oppression and dogged persecu- 
tion will not long ho RTRA nmong 
men of ieina and liberal ideas, i 
bued with a sense of bonor and | 
Christian charity ; and the | m ’ 

istrumental in causing her arrest, 

e to imprisonment for matig 


a| Which we kiase 


| When oar joy ia lost, and | 
| Th: 10: , 


VOICE OF ANGELS. 


ical aid as they may elect, and no restraint 


This she refused to do, [is placed upon the persons of their choice. 


l have always employed an allopathic doc- 


jtor, but thoso who prefer ono of a dilfer- 
lent school should be allowed tho privilege, 
was taken to the poor-house ; thus making | 
still more sore hor griovances, a trial to) 


and whoover socks to deprive them of that 
privilege, to furthor their own seltish ends, 
ucts not the part of a gentleman, and be- 
trays at once his ignorance of the code of 
honor. 

Great cures, and almost miraculous 
cures, aro frequently performed by this 
very class of medical practitioners, so 
strongly denounced by some of the arro- 
want wiseacres of the old school. But I 
trust they are few and far between who 
would hunt poor, yet intelligent women, 
who bave made medicine a study for 
years, and been successful in practice, and 
endeavor tu extort, by way of legal fines, 
their hard-earned wages, and subject them 
to various sore and perplexing grievances. 
Away with such buse ingratitude! It is 
one of the last lingering vestiges of the 
dark ages. J. H. MERRILL. 


MoxTviLe, Mass., Dec. 9, 1878. 


OUR DEAD. 


NoTHING {8 our own; wo hold our pleasures 
Just a little while, ere they are fcd; 

One by one Ife robs us of our treasures; 
Nothing is our own except oar dead. 


They are ours, and hold in faithfa) keeping, 
Safe forever, all thoy took away; 

Cruel life can never stir that alceping, 
Cruci time can never selze that prey. 


Justice palea; truth fails; atars fall fiom heaven; 
Human are the great whom we revere; 

No true crown of honor can be given, 
Tul the wreath lies on a funeral bier. 


How the children leave us, and no tracea 
Linger of that amillng angel band; Fi 
Gone, forever gone, and in their places 
| Weary men and women stand. © 


ve have some little ones, still ours; 
They have kept tbo baby amile we know, 
and hid with flowers, 
On their dead white fucos long ago. 


e will take It, 


Saat eit imppving in kno 


ARY 1, 1879 


Mt VILLE, M . 9, 1878, 

DEAR nee Ouse wc wish to 
present to the many readers of your oxcel- 
i lent little paper, the sweet and thrice- 
welcome VOICE OF ANGELS, a verification 
lof two messages, one of Aug. 15th last, 
page 190, and another of Nov, lst, page 
249—both through “West Ingle.” 

You will doubtless remember that soon 
after your Voice was launched upon time's 
tempestuous waves, I wrote you a short 
request, to be carried in your person, ask- 
ing my father and mother, and my wife's, 
and any other of our Spirit-friends, to 
send us a message through the VOICE. 

The result has been, I have received 
two messages from my mother, one from 
futher; my wife has received one from 
each of her parents, and ono from two 
nieces who died in 1854, of scarlet fever. 
There was no possible clue given to the 


particulars mentioned in the messages. 


In regard to the message of Aug. ló, 
the Medium says, “I saw before me two 
young children, infants, beautiful and fair, 
showing they passed into Spirit-life in the 
morning of existence. By the Angel- 
Guides one was called Emeline, the other 
Sylva. The former was three, the latter 
one year of age. They passed into ls 
life nearly toot ett with a diseuse t 
must have been fearful.” Names, 
and year of death all correct. 

The Medium further says, “Aga in I b 
|beld them, and they were young | 
fair and beautiful,” etc. ; and on 
says in her messuge to her moth 
no longer a child; I ama woman g 


ines, | 


T I had iveda i 
We have our schools nnd teachers 


is had we - remainedsi in \ the ‘owl 
our ative! friends there is no death; a 
dark today, it may be br 

te Are al bees = 


TANUARY 1, 1879 VOICE OF ANGELS. Il 


They livo in an adjoining town in Michi-| P. S.—In my verification, where 1} when at last he is called away, you will 

gan, one thousand miles from the Medium. |speak of enclosing one dollar to “West|feel happier, my deur, for having been 
Here was a correct vision of two girls; |{nglo,” please insert her address; as wo| faithful to your trust. 

their names, ages and timo of deuth all|do not know where sho is. The last we) Here we stand, willing to aid you. 


exactly given, without any aid from any | heard from her, she was in Washington, | Trust us, my dear child, and all will be 
i well. 


source except the Spiritual side. ID. C. D. H. i , 

Let all who would liko a word from the —— | am still your'affectionat aa 
loved but not lost,” write to “West Ingle,”| PEARLS FROM SPIRIT LIFE. G. "Poi 
(not forgetting to enclose one dollar, bog “WEST INGLE'S” DEPARTMENT. TO L. A. CARLTON, LOS ANGELES, CAL. 
the aid of her dependent family,) and you MRS G. POTTER, IN SPIRIT-LIFE, My son, | desire to send you a mes- 
will hear the Voice through Spiritual | 5 ner pauonten, ersaxe, wire or pr. wy. vary, | 828 from the Spirit World, tbat you may 
wiros connecting the two worlds. OF ADIN, MODOC CO., CAL. know you are not forgotten by your friends 


The message from my father, as referred My dear daughter, I come to you at this who are disembodied, nor by the band of 
to above, is fully characteristic of him. time, because the shadows of trouble are|S¥des appointed by the Great Father to 
Those who have the Voice, please re-read |f lling heavily around you, or have been. lead your Spirit on its homeward journey. 
it, and you will see the bearing of points || ome they are now breaking away, and My name is Lorenzo, and I am one of 
[wish to make. He says, “You are pusb-| yil] soon be scattered Aliugethr I know| Your band. You have many of your own 
ing your investigations to the uttermost} what the conditions are ane which sur-| family bere who desire to communicate with 
limits of the laws of Nature; you are| round your domestic life, and I also know|¥°"" und they can do so after I come and 


= ee | “ay 
learning disease may be controlled by nat- how often your tender, loving heart hus|°P& the gateway. You are mediumist- 
ural powers,” etc. Without egotism, this 


; ; been grieved over little things; which, if|'® and knoow all [can tell you. By io- 
statement is strictly true. Through the 


you bad rightly understoud them, would tuition you are ulso inspired at times, und 
Press, or learued societies, or private par-| not have caused you a single tear. can sing with joy, feeling blessed that 


ties, the Medium could not have learned! When the Spirit-World calls one to} Zou are still dwelling upon the earth, made 

this. I have studied and tested Mesmera Nor in the farvestehelds of humanity, beautiful by the holy influences of sym- 

ism, Psychology, and the healing power they are often compelled to do many things pathy and love. The Spirits of William 

of Media, and affirm there is more potency | which do not appear consistent ; and your and James Carlton, intends) giau igi 

in these than in all medical appliances]... ig only one of the many. |in your band, and tbrough their power 
aapined. My lungs Were once severely I know that William loves and trusts yoy are la aseive Spiritual sight and de- 

plane dypande the Tenen : Al'0*! you eee women, bis “conbdence in You rites cease to wonder where 

% ed Hydropathic, ee vou can never be shaken; and if you will ile beloved ment att’ (haat eee 

heels arias Se = a ee igo light, ae aii with you i The E, and 

bg nc po we then aw iea my dearest child, you will see the brighter dearest are coming to you with glad tid- 

acco fifteen years, ert apona and better side, nnd not only be bappier| aest een holy eee al i 

vhen Mrs. Mary C. Gale, Trance- yourself, but you will make him happier | |. Sibbath rest A your troubled Spirit 

cer and Healing Medium, of Michi- too. Iam not trying to counsel you to do The To a ee ere Me f been voit € 
cured my lungs in three ppergimna; any violence to your own feelings; I am a EA A mai PRERE 

\ a ai ener en hore SPO ee O S Sa rou in our i can give PA: to 
May God and the angels bless and sustain) My dear child, when life is far spent, Fen Met e ne 8 ; 
jer in her noble and self-sacrificing labor ! |; the desponding. You will bear the sound 
7 F ee dai mor pay, tO Waste Soyer ary ge of angel-voices amid the rush and tumult 
ane a the “Natural Powers’ to which remaining years striving to change con-| sf a tive life, Your future life will be 
a eae |ditions, which not be bettered for| ,. : ah. 

= [have also been studying and testing Fils ae ie ca ad 3 different from the past. You will e 
ColorsPo i i > on as e and prosperity. The trials 
èm pexotency, ACCMEINS, ates) wae? My dear daughter, I have consulted your ype nk A y | "E 
bitt; Meteorology, as presented by Prof. i : .., {and temptations will no longer overshadow 
ne er . futher upon this matter, and be thinks with] | mp ye a ; 
J.H. Tice, in the production of earth- i your Spirit. All business transactions 
—- à me that tho contemplated change is not)” . l : i 

quaker, auroras, cyclones, rain, snow, will result successfully; for it has been 
h al and een seme tidal for ‘the boat, JEpRASe iim orery our written for you that you shall be a good 
— I Y» P a home to its usual brightness, and keep a oh bet Heg r 
cs of electricity und magnetism, as man, and your life will prove a blessing 


fey sweep past 80, 170, 260 and 350 de- contented spirit in your heart. And I tell totintil.” Dee justice cover ‘all “voll 
3 ion, tho t Qiemsutne you this for a true statement, Elsane, and 


actions, and let truth and principle be 
‘inner circle. So, father told the truth. |°" TY tryst moter stiik but dide that your toai wit 
n. A r -i j i J £ 5 mi! A change is coming which will harmon- Pe a fs aan oeepion A e 
; a a i z p rou this a a ize all contending elements, aud will re- ) 
Dear brother, z 


store your lost happiness, and which will une ae 
tion of messages, us proposed. I hope it J pie | -| rounded by your beloved Spiri 


a mako your future life happier; and you 

will be in some small respect satisfactory |. . ea | I come to break the wa 
TE MIF An will be thankful that I h vert hl ais | 
to you and the Spirit-friends on the other as ei H aie adiRaer,.to sp eaS if will establish magu 
shore. You aro aware how difficult it is id ea Lo ty S St, aes heart to the cent 
to catch the most salient points of those l ) pirit, MS will be extended, and 


Bi bild, and let t ; ere in 
Voicos, and correctly present them to the t k Si onae oe A weuk, th 
| senses of a mammon-loving world. ) 


t ; 42 vouch = fall tim 
God and the good angels bavo you siini a a cote i E 
thoir holy keeping ! glorious change in your valu 
M i D. Hion, M. D. [will become more nnd n 
ae E eee” | he | ors naee i = a=) a 
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THROUGH ALFRED JAMES, PHIL'A, 


VOICE OF ANGELS. 


jmany friends who preceded me to the 


[While entranced, written down as delivered| Spirit-Life; and I will tell thee, also, | 


by J M.R.] 
ALPHONSE MONTAGUE. 


Goon afternoon. How can it be pos- 


sible that I should come here and speak | 


through one I know not? But there is un 
attraction here, and [ can no wore resist 
it than a planet can resist moving in its 
orbit. 

My life bere was a very ordinary one. 


] struggled and fought my way through, 
sometimes in the full tide of success, il 
sometimes mecting disappointment and 
failure. That is just the way [ tind it 
now. 

What do I see? What do I know? And 
what am I about? First, then, I see on 
all sides of me what appears like a vast 
amphitheatre, the benches of which rise 
one above another beyond the range of 
my vision. Upon those benches are vast 
throngs of people; those above seeming 
to reach down to those below, to lift them 
up to bigher positions. There seems to 
be a chain of sympathy uniting the whole 
throng. This is what I see. Second, 
What do I know? I know that this spark 
called Spirit must exist forever. I am 
told so; and that it is the duty of this 
Spirit to help all surrounding Spirits and 
the Spirits that are below it; and that in 
time, all will be drawn upwards. Third, 
What am J about? I am trying to perfect 
my Spirit, and to help others perfect 
theirs, and to feel the transports and joys 
of a pure soul, refined from ull dross. 

I was of French extraction. I lived 
and died in New Orleans. My name was 
Alphonse Montague. I was sixty-seven 
years old. I was brought up a Catholic, 
and died a believer in truth, as near as I 
understood it. It is about twelve years 
since — I passed over. I have never beer 
buck | to New Orleans, since there wa 
I was a na- |: 


very young 


friend, it seems that I get a freer, purer, 


‘and better idea of that lifo from day to| 


day. 

I would not have those who are left be- 
hind to follow exactly in my footsteps, as 
far as religion is concerned. Thero is 


‘something higher and purer and much 
| better now in the world than what wus 


taught in our meeting-houses. 
Thee will set me down as Sarah Marple, 
Radnor, Delaware Co., Pa. 


CORROBORATION OF SPIRIT MES- 


SAGE. 
Norroik, Dec. 10, 1878. 
Mr. Denswore: — Dear Sir,—I re- 


ceived the Voice oF ANGELS for Dec Ist, 
with a message from my dear daughter, 
Lilla M. 
and satisfactory. 
to her for the message, and to you for 
sending it to us. 
more from her. 


Morse, which was very correct 
We are very thankful 


E hope we shall receive 


Yours, respectfully, 
Mrs. Susan E. Morse. 


THe grandest and strongest natures are ever 


the calmest. 


“TUNIE” FUND. 
WE bave been requested by the Band controlling the des- 


tiny of this paper t» call upon those of our patrons who are 
able, to contribute to a fund for sending the VOICE oF AN- 
GELS free to those unable to pay for it. To any and all our 
patrons who can scnd any amount, if ever 80 small, for the 
above purpose, we will credit the amount they may send, in 
the next issue of the paper. 


Since onr last, we have received the following donations to 


the “Tunie” Fund: 


Mrs. Farrar, Lowell, Maaa., . . è @1.70 


Mr. A. Nott, Fairhaveo, Masa., P ‘ 3.00 

Mr. R. Wright, . : > 035 
Mr. J. W. B., Butteville, “One e 4 0.35 
Mrs. Gilee, Weymouth, Maas., — è À 1 00 
A friend, . A : 3 s A 02 
Ilavene, z i [a 
A friend, . r ada 
A friend in California, “ è 1.00 
O. Lambert, Americas, Kaai é = 1.35 
J. A. Botner, Decora, lowa, « whia o 0.35 
Mra. J. E. Fiske, Salem, Mane,  . 0.35 


Ee Se ee 


y err DEST 


JANUARY 1, 1879 


llaur the misery of the world is made by 
persons “doing for the be t”i nstead of leai 


| others alone to do ns they choose. 
| 
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Philadelphia. 

PURLISTER AND Eprtoa, 

AasooiaTé EDITOR. 


J. M. Ronerrs 
C. C. WILSON 


RATES Or ADVERTISING. 
Each line in nonpnrell typo, fiftacn cents for tbo Oret inser. 
tion, and half this rate for cach subscquont insertion. | 
Special Noticcs—twenty cents per line for each inaertion. | 
Business Cards and Continua! Advertisements Inserted at 
spccin) ratea. 
Electroty pos and plaves will not bo insorted. 
Payment strictly in advance. 


TERMS OF SUBSORIPTION. . 
To mail subscribers, $2.15 per annum; 61.00 for 8 months; | 
57 centa for 3 months, payable in advance. 
Single copies of the paper, elx conta—to be had at the prin- | 
cipal newsa stands. 


OLUB BATES FOR ONE YEAR. 


Five copies one year, free of postage i : 68.00 
Ten Se a0 A a ; 15.00 


Twenty Se Oe = . j 20 00 

Thia is a splendid opportunity for Newa Agents in all parte 
of the country to realize a hanlsowe provt, without iovest- 
ing their cash capital. 


BANNER OF LIGHT, 


THE OLDEST JOURNAL IN THE WORLD DEVOTED TO THE 
SPIRITUAL PHILOSOPHY. 
ISSUED WEEKLY : 
AT NO. 9 MONTGOMERY PLACE, BOSTON, MASS, 


COLBY & RICH, | 


Pablishers and Proprietors. 


Isaac B. Bich, . . ~~. >» « Bualness Mana 
LuTBER COLBY, . a C J Editor, i 
Jonļx W. DATY, . ° r Associate Editor, 
Aided by a large om of able writers. 
—— Ej 

The Banner ls a Orat-clasa, olght pago Family Newapa 
containing forty columne ef Interesting and inatructive rea 
ing, embracing a Literary Department; reports oyr 
Lectures; Original Estaye, upon Spiritunl, Phi pb 


and Sclentife Subjects. Editorial Department; Spirlt-Mes- 
sage Department. Contributions by the mete ta 
writers {n the world, etc., etc. ‘eel 
TENMS8 OF Sunacmirrios| IN ADVANCF.—Por va 3.00; 
Six Months, $1.50; Three Monthe, 75 conta. 
wr R aie centa per year, which must accom, K 
ae subscription. ' i a ak ‘ < 
ta remitting by mall, a Post-Office Money Orden 
or 2 ft Rank or Banking flouse in Boston 
York City, | the order of Colby & Rich 
able to Bank Notes, enee, should the Order or Dr bo lost 
or tolen, it can be rencwed without our loss or the f 


nT Ha ies sent free. ee 
. Mi a hed ents per line f 
— MISS KNOX, amni aihn firet, ana anar Bree | 


mM a munji 


